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	1. Chapter 1

**A/N Ok, I am supposed to be working on my other fanfiction, Dark Clouds at the moment but this thought just popped into my head and wouldn't leave me alone. I think that this is a great story so far so I will definitely not give up on it. **

**In this story Hiccup and Astrid are about 17 or 18 to stop you from asking. **

**I really hope that you will like it, and enjoy reading this chapter.**

**I apologize in advance for any grammar and spelling mistakes that may occur.**

**Please read and review, it's you guys that keep me motivated to keep on writing so without you my stories would be nothing. Please share your opinion no matter how negative or positive it may be.**

Astrid's POV

I was scared. My dad was in one of his drunken rages again. He was advancing a mad angry gleam in his eye, swinging his empty beer bottle. Instinctively I took a step back pressing my back against the horrible sharp, peeling wallpaper. My eyes darted frantically around looking for an escape route. Without warning my farther though his beer bottle aiming for my head. I ducked and put my hands around my head as the bottle shattered just above me, raining fractured glass all over my hands.

Suddenly he lashed out and violently stuck my knee in a sensitive place were a large bruise had recently formed, causing me to bite down hard on my tongue so not to scream. However, a small moan of pain somehow managed to escape from my mouth causing my father's eyes to flash with fury.

"Shut up bitch. I will not let anyone show any weakness in this house." He snarled and I flinched.

He punched me violently in the stomach. I doubled over clutching it as I felt the wind knocked out of me, only to be replaced by hard, raw pain.

"Your ugly," he yelled striking me on the nose. I heard a sickening crack and felt warm blood trickling down my nose, but he didn't care. He just carried on like nothing had happened.

"Your fat," another punch, but this time it was in the shin. Doesn't he know that I can't feel anymore pain? I have had experienced enough already.

"Your useless" he kicked me on the leg, the mad gleam in his eye flashing dangerously. He was so close to me that could smell the alcohol and cigarette smoke on his breath. He had spent the whole day at the pub again.

"And," he spat looking me in the eye, "your weak." He shoved me even harder against the wall and me in the already bleeding face filling my mouth the blood that mingled with the blood from my probably broken nose.

Roughly he grabbed my waist with his dirty blood stained hands and stepped closer if it was even possible.

A sudden wave of fear washed over me.

"Dad, stop please." I pleaded, my eyes wide in fear, voice cracking.

"You need to be taught a lesson that you will never forget." his voice was low and dangerous. His eyes gleamed greedily as he stared drunkenly at me.

Never had he gone this far before, sure he had hit me, kicked me, forced me to cook, clean and earn enough money to pay the rent because he couldn't be bothered to get a job.

I had had enough. I had to get out of here. I can't live here anymore. Not with him.

Without thinking, I raised my leg and kicked him as hard as I could in 'that sensitive place', causing him to double over in pain. Instantly I slipped past him grabbing a tatty jumper of my bed as I did so.

"Why you little bitch, get back here," my dad screamed, furious that I had dared to touch him and get away.

I sprinted down the stairs, taking three at a time, and jumped the last six, landing cat like on the floor. Hastily I snatched my jacket and keys of the table, there was no time to get food or even put my shoes on, I could hear my dad crashing down the stairs.

I wrenched open the door and ran outside, the rough broken pavement cutting into my bare feet.

Frantically I jabbed the button on my keys and my junky car responded with a feeble flash to show that it was open. Suddenly the door of the house burst open to reveal my dad.

"Come back you ugly, ungrateful bitch!" He yelled as he started to run across the pavement towards me.

"Oh, crap," I thought and wrenched the car door open and ducked inside. "If farther catches me I'm dead."

I jammed in the keys and turned the ignition. The the useless pile of rust that I have for a car, shuddered and stopped.

"Come on, come on start you stupid thing." I yelled frantically hitting the dashboard, my heart was racing wildly.

My farther had now reached the car.

"This is it" I thought miserably. "I am going to be killed."

Suddenly the engine roared into life, with hesitating I slammed my foot down into the accelerator allowing me to shoot strait out of the street. I could see my farther in the rear view mirror yelling at me with his middle finger up.

I just kept on driving. I swerved left and right, I had no idea were I was going only that I had to get away from that place. I had no money, no place to go and no possessions except for my jumper and jacket. The money that I earned by working my part time job went to pay the rent and the rest always gets taken by dad to pay for beer and gamble it away.

I was on the run. I had basically just quit school which was illegal and my job. So I guess the police will be after me to soon. Just great.

Soon I was driving down the motorway at 80 miles per hour. Suddenly I saw somthing that shocked me in the rear view mirror; a dirty white van was speeding down the motorway drunkenly left and right. All around it cars desperately swerved out of the way to avoid it. I knew that van. It was my dad's van.

Desperately I slammed down harder on on the accelerator, watching the speed dial slowly flicker from 80 miles per hour to 90.

Behind me I could see him getting closer, only to be slowed down slightly by the occasional lurch to the right.

Most of the cars managed to avoid him however this time he wasn't so lucky. As I watched saw a him catch up with a large white new lorry that was driving along at a law abiding pace. As the crazy drunk car lurched violently to the right it collided with the lorries trailer as it was not able to get out of the way in time.

Horrified I watched as the two vehicles spun out of out of control and landed in an untidy heap on the road.

I just kept driving.

The noisy screech of police sirens jarred me out of my thoughts so I looked over only to see my speed dial hovering around the 90 mark. The police officer motioned for me to pull over.

Sighing I pulled over into a near by lane. Then a horrible thought stuck my mind. What if I get fined? Oh god, I don't have any money to pay them. If I don't pay then they will surely contact my dad, then I would have to go back.

Other was only one way out, may be not the best option but still a choice.

I ran for it.

I could here the the alarmed shouts of the police force as is jumped over the hedge, abandoning my car in the process, and ran across the fields.

It was so dark that I could barely see my hand in front of my face. I wasn't sure whether the police were chasing me or not but I didn't care.

I ran for what felt like hours, not stopping until I found myself tripped over a fence and landing face fist in a muddy puddle. I tried to get up but I couldn't, my body refusing to go any further.

So I just lay there, sodden and wet covered in blood and bruises in the middle of nowhere.

I was going to die either way.


	2. Chapter 2

**A/N Thanks for all the kind reviews! Your awesome you guys! If you haven't read my other story Dark Clouds then I suggest that you go and check it out!**

**Thanks for all the support and followers!**

**Disclaimer- I don't own How To Train Your Dragon.**

**I hope you like this new chapter!**

**Reviews of any sort are always appreciated.**

Hiccup's POV

Life was unfair. I flopped down on my too squishy luxury bed, sinking into the silk covers. Most people would love to be in my position, lots of money, a massive house, loads of time to yourself; it was the perfect option for most. However for me it was torture. All I ever wanted to do was fit in, however my hearing disability only made it worse plus the fact that I was officially classed as a useless nerd.

Even though I had a ton of money I had no friends, no happiness and soon to be no hearing.

The doctor said that my hearing will only worsen in the following months, and in six months time, I will not be able to hear at all.

Not being able to hear. The thought was foreign to me, even now without my hearing aid, I could still hear something however quiet it maybe. I loved music, speech and puns too much to let sound go.

Finally I stood up and silently walked over to the window and looked out at the ebony sky. It was still dark, why shouldn't it have been? It was four o'clock in the morning after all. I had woken up about an hour ago after a nightmare, I seem to be having the same dream a lot recently, but it's the end that really freaks me out. It all ends in silence.

All this depressing talk is really putting me of going back to sleep so I decided I should go on a walk to clear my mind. Quietly, so not to wake my farther Stoick, I tiptoed over to the corner of my room to were a large dog was sleeping peacefully.

Toothless was a large black dog that I owned, he was a mixed breed dog so he had a bit of everything thrown in. Toothless looks quite intimidating with jet black fur, long sharp teeth and sleek but somewhat muscular frame. The only reason he is called Toothless is that when I brought him he was still a puppy, but his teeth were late coming through so stupidly I called him Toothless. Even after he grew teeth we still called him Toothless, only because he would respond to anything else. Stubborn mammal.

Hopefully he will become my guide dog when I loose my hearing.

Hopefully.

I slowly crouch down and gently place a hand on his head.

"Wake up bud, I thought you might need some exercise." I said softly in the voice I reserved for him only.

Toothless doggedly opened one eye, looked up at dark sky before giving out a small groan and stretching his paws out luxuriously.

Shaking my head I rolled my eyes.

"I will add salmon to your breakfast if you come now," I bribed, a sly grin on my face.

Instantly his eyes shot open and sprung out of bed and stood to attention.

I laughed out loud, "your so predictable bud," I grinned.

Toothless huffed like he didn't care but I could of sworn a doggy smile flashed on his lips if only for a second.

Soon we were out of the house, I was still in my pyjamas but had quickly whipped on a warm jacket, some sneakers and an new torch that was lying on the table.

I didn't bother with a lead for Toothless, he always comes back when I call, unless there's rabbits involved.

I walked out of the abnormally large house and down the driveway, Toothless trotting obediently at my heels. A cool refreshing breeze blew past, ruffling my floppy urban hair and seeping down to the bone, effectively cooling me.

My feet crunched against the stones on the driveway as I walked down and out of it and scrambled untidily over the fence. With a effortless leap Toothless leaped successfully over the fence and onto the squelchy bog land of Berk's land.

I didn't have to worry about bumping into someone, it was way to early for most people to be out.

But I did.

I was causally stroling through a small out crop of trees, Toothless trotting a couple of paces a head of me, adjusting my hearing aid when Toothless suddenly stopped. He stood there for a second, tail poised, head up, eyes alert before he suddenly shot of like a bullet into the distance.

"Toothless, come back, wait for me," I cried desperately, the word rabbit ringing around in my head.

I ran strait after Toothless expecting to see him chastising a rabbit, but after a short run I found him standing next to a ditch.

Toothless gave a short sharp bark and motioned me to come and look. I sighed and stepped forwards expecting to see a dead badger or animal lying in the ditch. I didn't expect to see a human.

Astrid's POV

Everything hurt. I woke expecting to find myself on the hard stone floor after one of my frequent beatings but instead I saw a tall scrawny looking freckly boy leaning over me, shinning a torch into my eyes with a worried looking black dog by his side.

For a spilt second I couldn't remember were I was but then it all came rushing back. The beatings, the escape and the crash. The last thing I remembered was falling over into a large puddle, but how did that boy get here?

"It would help if you stopped blinding me," I forced out dryly.

"Oh yeah, sorry," the boy said hurriedly lowering his torch, "my name is Hiccup by the way."

I could tell that this boy, Hiccup didn't know what to say, I couldn't blame him. He had just found a wounded girl lying in the ditch.

And Hiccup? What kind of a name is that? I decided however not to question it.

"I'm Astrid," I groaned, "do you think you could get me out of here?"

He flushed, how could he have a crush on me even when I was in this condition.

Weirdo.

"Um sure," he stuttered and stuck a hand out to help me up. This resulted in even more blushing from him as he helped me stagger helplessly to my feet.

Almost instantly I felt my knees buckle, I tried to hide it but it was no use.

His cute face chronicled into concern when he saw me.

Wait cute?

"Yeah right," I quipped sarcastically, "like I haven't noticed."

Then he said something that really surprised me.

"Um, would you like to come round my place, I could heal you up?" He nervously stuttered.


	3. Chapter 3

**A/N Sorry for a shorter chapter but I have had my technology confiscated so I won't be updating much this week. :| **

**I am typing this up on my brother's tablet and he doesn't know that I'm on so I'm doing this in secret.**

**Anyway, thanks for all the support through the reviews, when ever I read them I smile.**

**Anyway enough with all this cheesy talk, lets get on with the chapter!**

**I apologize in advance for any spelling and grammar mistakes that may occur.**

**Disclaimer- I do not own How To Train Your Dragon.**

Hiccup's POV

What was I thinking? I mentally slapped myself. I had just stumbled across an injured girl called Astrid, lying in a ditch at 5 o'clock in the morning and invited her over.

Though she did look really injured, I wonder what happened to her?

Suddenly Astrid collapsed onto the ground, falling back down into the horribly squelchy mud.

That was it.

She was obviously cold and in pain, judging from the way she squeezed her eyes shut and grasped her bare arms. I couldn't just leave her out her to die of frost bite.

It reached down and grabbed her hand and pulled her up, using strength I didn't even know I had.

I felt a light blush spread over my cheeks once more.

I had never been this close to a girl my age before since all of them that didn't bully me turned up their noses and refused to talk to me. It was kind of depressing.

Astrid looked at me, her beautiful sapphire eyes looked straight into mine, they were emotionless and cold as if she had built an invisible wall their to mask her feelings. To me she looked broken.

"Come on," I hurriedly babbled, trying to sound strong and supportive but failing miserably. Out of the corner of my eye I saw Toothless role his eyes. "Let's get you back to my place, I'm sure my father won't mind."

"Yeah, Hiccup real smooth," his eyes seemed to tell me.

"Shut up, your not helping," I glared back at Toothless over Astrid's shoulder.

Astrid however, who was oblivious of the conversation going on behind her back opened her mouth to object about my idea but closed it again.

Then she said something that I never imagined a girl would say, no matter how injured, hurt or broken they were.

"Ok fine, just take me to your place."

Astrid's POV

I don't know how far we walked to get to the massive mansion, it was all a blur to me.

One minute I was there, the next I was here staring up at a house that I would never have dreamed to own even in their wildest hour. Compared to the pitiful shack that we owned, this was heaven.

Did Hiccup really live here?

I felt out of place as soon as he opened the door. Everything was so clean and new, and I was a poor girl covered in dirt and blood. I should be crawling in through the servants entrance.

Hiccup however led me through the hall and up a long flight upstairs that made my knees ache and strain with the effort.

When we reached the top he directed me into what must be his room.

I gasped in shock.

It was so amazing. The walls were covered in pictures, paintings and sketches of different dragons. They were so intricately drawn, every detail so well painted, every colour blended perfectly.

"Did you draw these?" I asked flabbergasted.

"Yep," he said awkwardly, rubbing the back of his neck in a cute manner.

"These are really good, your an amazing artist," I commented, making him blush crimson.

"Thanks, no one has ever commented my drawings before," he said shyly.

I didn't know what to say. How could know one have noticed the amazing artwork on these walls?

There was a slightly awkward silence, then Hiccup spoke.

"Anyway, I thought you could sleep in my room, all the other the other beds are hard and uncomfortable I think. The bathrooms is first left on the corridor outside my room, you can borrow a towel if you want and I could get you some clothes as well." He stuttered.

I was touched. I had never been treated in such a way before. I made me feel... special.

"Thanks Hiccup." I said looking him straight in the eye. "I mean it."


	4. Chapter 4

**A/N Here's another chapter for you all, you guys are amazing! :)**

**I hope you like it!**

Astrid's POV

I woke up feeling more refreshed than I had done in years. My father yells drunkenly in his sleep so whatever rest I do get is punctuated with holes of violent blood curdling anger.

I sat up and rolled out of Hiccup's bed and stretched luxuriously. I felt like a new person, like this was a new beginning, a chance to start over. No longer did I have to wake up every day in pain, ready to do a shift before school starts or stay up all night after one of my dad's regular beatings, that was no more.

I didn't know what had happened to my father after the crash but I didn't care. Instantly I felt bad and guilty for saying that, he was my father after all. He only did what he does because of the drink, that's part of the reason why I have never told anybody, apart from the fact that if I did he was track me down and beat me until an inch of my life. The evil little nagging voice in my mind however told me otherwise. There had been so many times when I could have told someone, run away and never come back, stop sending my wages to dad and leave. Some dark part of me even wished he had died in the car crash.

I had never told anyone about my problems at home and I never will.

I clenched my fists and carefully slipped my feet into the fluffy warm slippers that Hiccup had lane out before I trudged wearily down stairs.

The house was so big that I didn't know were to turn, everywhere was so roomy and clean, full of interesting paintings or new up to date expensive technology.

I didn't know what I wanted to do or why I was down here, I guess I just wanted to explore.

Randomly I strolled through door after door, each leading into different types of sitting rooms and game rooms. However I was quickly distracted by a delicious smell wafting through the open doors.

I don't normally have breakfast since I don't have enough time but today my tummy betrayed me.

I quickly found the were the source of the smell was coming from. Inside a very big kitchen stood Hiccup. He was standing by a pan flipping pancakes. My moth instantly started to water. Just the sight of pancakes and Hiccup lifted my mood considerably.

"Are thoughs pancakes just for you?" I hopefully asked.

Hiccup jumped violently and looked around wildly.

"Oh hi, your awake," he said surprised, stumbling over his words, "and yes, these pancakes are for you, I have had mine already."

I grinned, flashing him a rare smile. It was so nice of make my breakfast.

"Can I help?" I helpfully suggested.

"Sorry but I'm almost done," Hiccup said with a grin. With one final flick, the pancake flew into the air, before landing neatly on a large pile of the rare treats.

"Here you go, enjoy your meal and have a nice day," Hiccup joked as he lead me into the breakfast room and gently lay my plate onto the table. "Thank you for eating at Haddock cafe."

"Thanks, but I'm sorry, I don't think the service is good enough for a tip," I joked back.

Hiccup mimed a pouty face.

"What no tips?" He questioned and gave me a puppy eyed look. When the only response from me was charged continuous sniggering, he stormed huffily over to the sofa, flopped down on it and turned on the big flat screen t.v.

It suddenly occurred to me how I had only met him last night but now it felt like I have known him my entire life.

Suddenly the tv report shocked me out of my thoughts.

"Last night a skyscraper in New York was blown up in an explosion that is believed to have killed over 300 people," the news reporter exclaimed dramatically, "the culprits are believed to be the extremely dangerous terrorism group called The Nest. The police force are completely confused about how the bomb was smuggled into the building. A tean of scientists have confirmed that the bomb went of on the second floor and that the carrier had consumed it. We will bring you further updates after the break."

Hiccup switched the tv of and looked round at me who hadn't touched my pancakes.

"So what do you think about that then?" Hiccup asked but I wasn't listening.

My phone had just vibrated in my pocket, signalling a new call.

Shaking I reached into my pocket and switched the phone on.

A new text flashed up onto the screen.

**I know were you are and I am coming to get you.**

Someone's POV

"Madame, I have an update on the plan," a tall thin man said bowing. He had red uniform that classed him as Nightmare rank.

"Good," this voice was a feminine but it dripped with poison.

"The bombing went successfully, and codes 3,4 and 13 have been eliminated."

"Good work. Tell the team involved that they are promoted up to Nadder rank. "Now all we need now is to capture the boy, son of the major. The ransom money will help fund project K. After he has paid, the boy can be eliminated. Any questions?"

"No Madame, I will organize a team to capture the boy immediately."

**A/N Yeah, I know I am evil. Double cliff hanger and all. I will try to update as soon as possible.**

**Please read and review! :)**


	5. Chapter 5

**A/N Hi everyone, I'm back! :) **

**I'm sorry for not updating Dark Clouds last Thursday but I was really busy and I have been facing a horrible technology ban because I need to be more 'productive'. :(**

**I hope you enjoy this new chapter!**

**If anyone of you amazing guys would like make a cover art for this fanfic I would be eternally grateful! :) (PM me for details.)**

Hiccup's POV

Something was wrong, I could tell by the way the sparkle left her eyes. The way her warm cheeks became a sudden pale, emotionless mask. Her hands clenched her phone impossibly tightly.

"Astrid, what's wrong?" I questioned, frowning slightly, Astrid didn't strike me as a person that got scared easily.

"Thank you Hiccup for your hospitality but I have to go. Thank you very much." Astrid Sid blandly her hands shaking slightly. I was shocked, why did she have to leave so soon, she had just got here, I thought she was enjoying it here. Maybe she had to go back to her family. If I had spent the night at someone else's house who I didn't even know, dad would kill me. That is, if he even noticed that I'd gone.

But why was she in the ditch in the first place?

My head was swimming with all the different possibilities but then Astrid said something that made my brain buzz even more.

"Besides, no one will miss me," she said icely, and I swore I saw a small sad smile tug at her lips.

In that moment I realized something that I was too tired to see before, something much deeper was going on. She was hiding something important, something or someone who had done something. I mean, not just any random girl turns up in a ditch loved in blood and bruises. Maybe she has family problems? I mean, she wouldn't just make a comment like that for no reason.

I mentally scolded myself, I was being nosey, probably accusing her that she is something that she isn't.

But even though I had just met her, she felt like my best friend and I wanted to help her.

"Astrid wait," I called desperately, "don't go."

"I'm sorry Hiccup but I have no choice," and with that she got up, still in her pyjamas and bare footed and hurriedly ran out of the room. I got up to stop her but I knew it was to late after I heard the front door bang.

I ran after her anyway.

"Astrid!" I yelled desperately, "Astrid!"

However I didn't know if she even heard me. She was already gone.

What did I do wrong?

Astrid's POV

I ran down the courtyard as fast as I could go and out the gate and into the nearby woods. I urged my legs to go on, to ignore the sharp stones that were violently digging into my feet, mixing with some of the remaining shards of glass. I had get away from that house wether I wanted to or not. With every step I took my ribs cracked more and my muscles screamed in agony.

Suddenly I tripped, falling strait over a hidden tree root, stubbing my bare toes and winding myself in the process.

Most people would say I was being too hard on myself, over working my body relentlessly until I hurt myself but the truth is that I deserve it. My dad is mad and out of his mind but maybe his words do have truth behind them. No one would never love me because I'm just a lonely ungrateful bitch who doesn't deserve to even exist.

I clenched my fists and curled up into an even tighter ball on the ground and let all my emotions wash over me.

I thought of Hiccup, the way he had been nice to me even though I was a random stranger. He had only been trying to help and he had been my first and only friend that I had made since my mother died when I was seven.

I didn't even know I was crying until I tasted the hot salty tears as they flooded into my mouth. I never cried, even during the horrible beatings kept silent, biting my tongue so hard that my mouth was soon filled with the warm sticky red liquid that cover my clothes after every beating.

However, as I lay on the earth my shoulders shaking in rapturous sobs, crying not just for myself but for Hiccup as well, I felt like I was finally getting out all thoughs twisted emotions that I had bottled up over the years under a perfect emotionless mask. I lay there for what seemed like hours before finally I heard something that was worthy of my distraction; a twig snapping.

I instantly looked over and briefly saw a man. In that instant that I saw him I managed to decipher that he was wearing a camouflaged jacket, boots and helmet with a red badge pinned to his chest. He also had a camouflaged rucksack that was strapped to his back, obviously filled with something big. However the most distinctive feature was what he was holding in his hands.

He was holding a gun.

Hiccup's POV

I slumped back against my house and instinctively adjusted my hearing aid. Maybe I had misheard Astrid?

Oh who was I kidding.

She was gone and I probably wouldn't see her again...

Toothless trotted over to me and rested his head on my knee, he always does that when I am upset or frustrated.

I was so wound up in my own self misery that I barely even noticed my phone vibrate in my pocket. I picked it up anyway, hoping it was from Astrid even though she didn't know my phone number.

It wasn't from Astrid.

I looked at the message from Tuffnut with confusion. This guy must be a a wizard or something. Could he read minds?

**-Hey dude, need some emotional support?**

**-How the hell do you know I'm feeling down?** I texted back curious to know how this guy could read my thoughts.

**-Ha! You idiot! I can't read minds only a wimp like Ruffnut would believe that! We can see you from were Erit parked the truck outside the drive!**

I mentally face palmed. I should of remembered that the gang, Heather, Erit, Fishlegs (Freddy), Snotlout (Scott), Ruffnut (Rachel) and Tuffnut (Thomas) were coming round today to watch a movie.

I was still in my pyjamas and lying on the floor outside, plus if any of them found out that a girl had spent the night hear they would go crazy.

I sighed, I couldn't turn them out now, not when they were here, they might even help me take my mind off Astrid.

But then again, that's not the kind of thing you easily forget.

As the gang was walking up the driveway, I spotted something behind them in the forrest. The long metal black tube the figure was holding seemed all to familiar.

He was holding a gun.

**A/N Sorry for the bad ending but I really felt like I should introduce the gang sometime soon. I hope you liked this chapter.**

**Please read and review! :) **


	6. Chapter 6

**A/N Ok, I will cut to the chase. Even though I have had a lot of time without technology, it is still no excuse not to update regularly so I am gonna make this clear now. The updates will be quite irregular for all my stories so I can not guaranty a exact date.**

**Anyway I hope you guys will like this chapter, although I would have liked to include more**.

Hiccup's POV

Everything happened so fast that I had no time to react, however I can remember every detail of it.

The gang walking towards me, laughing at some joke Fishlegs had made.

Toothless leaping to his feet, eyes wide with fear, ready to protect me. A snarl rippling over his menacing features.

Astrid suddenly bursting out of the hedge, arms outstretched, leaping towards the man. His shocked face as she collided with him.

But it made no difference. The trigger was pulled. The damage was done.

I watched in horror as the bullet spiralled towards me. Twisting in the air as it was propelled along it's path of doom.

I opened my mouth to react, but it was all over in less than a second. The bullet entered my foot. It was game over.

I let out a shout when the bullet entered my foot, not of pain, but of shock. Honestly I can't feel any pain, my body was still trying to process what had happened. But didn't stop me from looking down to see what had happened. Blood was gushing out of a large hole in my sneaker, spilling onto the gravel staining it red in a matter of seconds.

Someone was screaming but I could barely register them through my numb mind. Toothless was obviously livid but he was torn between staying to look after me or going to kill the person who shot me.

Suddenly out of the corner of my eye I saw a slight movement. Before I knew what was happening, I felt a brown scratchy bag shoved over my head and someone had grabbed me. I had no time to even make a sound but as I was being dragged away I could only utter one word.

"Astrid!"

Astrid's POV

I tried to stop him. I really did. Unfortunately had followed him back through the Forrest, keeping out of sight at all times. It was only when I realized what he was doing that I tried to stop him by throwing of his aim. But now Hiccup has been taken and its all my fault...

Suddenly a loud click jolts me back to reality. I whip my head round to see the man who had shot Hiccup pointing his gun at me and by the look in his eye, he would not hesitate to shoot.

That was the final straw. In that moment I felt something building up inside of me, something that I had never felt before. Hiccup was my only friend, and he had been shot. By him.

Without even thinking I brought my fist smashing up into his wrist, sending the gun spiralling out of his hand. Then in one fluent motion, I brought my left fist smashing into his nose, grinning in satisfaction as I felt the bone crunch underneath it. Quickly I hooked my fist up so it collided with his jaw. Everything was red, my vision and my fist. It was only then that I realized that it was his blood not mine, and that he was unconscious. I took a step back, breathing heavily, blood pounding in my ears. I grabbed his gun that was lying on the floor and slipped it in my pocket before kicking him for good measure. Never had I felt this angry before, not even after on of father's beatings.

Then a noise broke the silence. I whirled around fists raised only to find a small group of people about my age staring at me in awe and shock.

"Whoa, dude that was some serious punching back there," a weird guy with long hippy hair said.

"Go away," I hissed. There were more important things to do than sit around chatting, like finding Hiccup.

"No, we are going to find Hiccup. He's our best friend," this time it was a burly man with tattoos speaking.

"Umm, Eret, I think that it might be a bad idea..." a pretty girl with long black hair said nervously, "it seems pretty dangerous..."

"Look Heather, he would do the same for us," the guy called Eret snapped.

The last sentence, however, I could barely hear since I was already running in the direction I last saw Hiccup in.

However, the shouts for me to "come back" and the pounding of feet behind me told me that they weren't going to give up that easy.

Ugh, this has just got a whole lot trickier...

**Don't forget to leave a review, it would mean a lot to me. :)**


	7. Chapter 7

**A/N: I can't tell you how overdue this is, but hopefully this will never happen again. I've just been really unmotivated recently and been sort of slipping in and out of fandoms... I won't bore you with all my stupid excuses but instead let you read on and enjoy this long awaited, long overdue chapter! :)**

Astrid's POV

I set of at steady jog along the road, but unfortunately I didn't get very far before I was interrupted.

"Um hey," I heard the chubby, slightly nerdy boy with short blond hair call out to me. "You might want to take a look at this."

Biting back a reply, I spun round.

"What now," I snarled, fed up at their constant irradiations.

The chubby boy jumped back in surprise, hands instinctively going to the air in an act of surrender. "I, uh we just wanted to show you this." The boy stammered, face bright red. However, what caught my attention was what was in his hand.

"Whats that?" I inquired, suddenly interested.

"Oh, we got that of the guy you beat up," a girl that looked almost exactly like the guy with long blond hair snickered, gesturing to the phone in the chubby boy's hand. I was instantly drawn to that.

"Is the phone accessible?" I replied, then realising how poorly I had worded it I corrected, "I mean, does it have a password?"

The beefy teen frowned. "I haven't checked it yet, you didn't give me enough time." I walked forward to a position where I could see the screen and watched as he flicked it on. Suddenly all hopes vanished when I saw the numbers flash up, requesting a pin.

"ARGH!" I screamed. "Now how are we going to find Hiccup?"

However, the boy was already one step ahead of me. "Eret, go check the man's pockets, look for any sort of notepad, scrap of paper or just want numbers on the suit."

A big muscular man that was obviously called Eret immediately sprinted back to the man I'd knocked out. As he ran past me I could have sworn I heard him mutter, "whatever you say Fishlegs," and roll his eyes.

"Fishlegs?" the word was out of my mouth before I could stop it. However, much to my surprise the chubby blond haired boy responded to it.

"Yes?" he said obviously without thinking and the promptly went pink when he saw it was me speaking. "Uh, sorry. We all sort of have funny nicknames," then seeing my incredulous face continued. "Don't ask. The twins are Ruffnut and Tuffnut, Snotlout is the stupid boy with the dark brown hair-"

"Stupid?" spluttered 'Snotlout' and the twins snickered.

Fishlegs just carried on as if he had not heard Snotlout's remark. "Eret is the person who's gone to scan the body and Heather is the girl with the black hair in a braid."

"Hey," Heather smirked, and sly smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. For some reason I took an instant disliking to her. I don't know why but something was just... off about her. No one should smile like that when Hiccup is missing and could be dead...

Looking up I felt everyone's gaze upon me until I finally realized that I hadn't introduced myself.

"Oh... I'm Astrid," I mumbled awkwardly, suddenly feeling self conscious for some stupid reason. Fishlegs merely nodded in acknowledgement, opening his mouth to say something when he was interrupted by the burly man, Eret, sprinting up the path with what looked like a book in his hands.

"Hey Legs!" he hailed, now frantically waving the book in his hands to get his attention. "You might wanna take a look at this!"

However, before Fishlegs had even opened his mouth to reply, I had already sprinted over, wincing slightly as the uncomfortable ground came into contact with my bear and shredded feet. I hoped that I was correct in thinking that Eret had finally found something that was important, Hiccup was the only friend I'd ever had and I just wanted him safe.

"What is it?" I gasped, snatching the book from his hands and scanning it, almost feverishly for something... anything to help Hiccup. Eret frowned at me before jabbing his finger at a group of numbers and a single word hastily scrawled in the margin and underlined in proment scarlet ink.

End 33663

"What does that mean?" I thought, in all honesty puzzled and then the meaning of the numbers clicked in my head.

I suddenly felt a cold rush of air down my neck. Spinning round I turned to face Heather.

"Thank you Astrid she grinned, then shouted, "Legs, try 33663!"

Fishlegs obliged, his fingers whirling over the keys as he typed. His face lit up when there was a familiar whistle and the phone bleeped, allowing our access in. I attempted to run over to see for myself but the pain emanating from my feet was enough to stop me in my tracks and fall forwards onto the stone pathway. I winced; I'd been running on pure adrenaline and now reality was finally catching up with me.

Suddenly Fishlegs's voice broke through the hum of noise and reached my ears.

"Eret, get the truck. We're going to get Hiccup."

Hiccup's POV

I didn't know what they were doing, or were they were taking me. I was out of the sack, thank goodness and into a sort big suitcase, with two air holes punched precariously in the side and a bottle of water, they obviously wanted me alive at least... but the worst thing was the violent pain in my foot. It was sharp, excruciating and as far as I know giving out a little bit too much blood. Scratch that, blood was pouring out of my foot despite the strips of of material that I had torn of my shirt and rapped around it, it still wasn't showing any signs of stopping.

Underneath me I could feel the vehicle speeding up. Yes, vehicle. I knew enough from the sound engine and the tyres on tarmac to tell we were in a moving vehicle of some sort. A sudden wave of nausea over came me, and I had to fight down the bile that rose to my mouth. If I was sick in here I doubt any of my kidnappers would bother to clear it up.

I fumbled for the water bottle, but my hands were shaking so badly that I could barely pick it up and bring it too my lips. Focusing all of the little willpower I had left, I carefully undid the lid and brought the sweet water to my lips, letting it was over me and replenish my strength. However, this did not last for I could not afford to waste such precious water; I had no idea for when I'd get it next.

**A/N Just to let you know that I'll never give up on a story, never. I'm sorry you had to wait this long for this and I sincerely hope that it does not happen again. Also thanks for all the encouragement and support, without you guys this story would be nothing! Feel free to leave a review, they are really appreciated!**

**:)**


End file.
